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THE FIRST ACT OF 
YZDRA* 
(A Tragedy in Three Acts) 
By Loum V. Lepoux 


CHARACTERS 
Indians: 
Poros — Emperor of that portion of India now known 
as the Central Panjab. 
THE PRINCE— His son. 
A BRAHMAN. _ 
RAJAH OF ABHISARA. 
HALF-WITTED Boy, who serves as a JESTER. 
MESSENGERS. 


YZDRA’S NURSE. and 
YzpRA — Daughter of Poros. 
Greeks: 


HEPHAESTION —Alexander’s favorite general. 
ProTEAS—A follower of the camp. 

First SOLDIER. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

THIRD SOLDIER. 


A PAGE. 
A SLAVE. and 
ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 

Time: 326 B.C. 


* Copyright 1907, by Louis V. Ledoux. English Copyright Performance 
tiven Wyndham’s Theatre, London, March 26, 1908, 
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This play is founded upon a story told in the Secresg 
Secretorum, a book which falsely purports to be Aristotle's 
manual of advice to Alexander. 

An English version, which dates from about 1400, gives 
the legend as follows: 

*¢ Alexander, thynk of ye doynge of ye Quene of Inde whenne the 
sente to the, by cause to haue thy frendschipe, many presentes and 
noble gyftes amonge ye whilke a full fair mayden was sent to the that 
of her childhood drank and was norschyd with venyms yn-so-meky! 
that her kynde was turned to ye kynde of serpentys. . . . And cer- 
tainly, but thou hadde ben warnyd by me there-of, thy seluyn hadée 
takyn deed, thurgh ye hete of fleschly kennynge with here.” 


— 


ACT 1: 


ScENE I.—An outpost in Alexander's camp. 
ScENE II.—Throne-room if the palace of Poros. 
SCENE III.— Outside of the house of Yzdra. 


ScENE I. 


An outpost in Alexander's camp between the Kyber 
Pass and the River Indus. Three Greek soldiers dir 
covered preparing supper. 

First S.: Is not that soup ready yet? 

SECOND S.: Not yet; have patience. 

First S.: It is five years since I left Macedon, and in 
all that time have I had little else but patience. My pa 
tience wanes. 

THIRD S.: In that we agree with you. All the Greeks 
talk of nothing but home. It is long since we saw Ma- 
‘cedon. 

First S.: How much farther is the end of the world, 
think you? 

SEconD S.: I know not. They say this India isa vast 
realm, and we are now but upon its borders; but what 
may be peyonss or when Alexander will have enough 0 
conquest, I cannot guess. 

First S.: How fares your shoulder? 


taal 
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SECOND S.: But badly; the wound will not heal. I 
sh that barbarian dart thrower were at the other end of 
zy spear. 

THIRD S.: Mish Zeus that the next barbarians be not 
setter marksmen 

First S.: As for me, I lost a great toe before Thebes, 
sas wounded through the body in the battle with Darius, 
ind have had many lesser hurts, yet do I most complain 

* these long marches whereon hunger feedeth upon me 
ke the vulture on Prometheus. 

THIRD S.: In truth we all should give worship to Pro- 
aetheus, for did he not, like us, suffer for the benefit of 
shers? Our bones cry out with weariness and our 
somachs with hunger, while out of all this pain comes 
shat profit? — honor to Alexander. 

First S.: That is so, but for one word of praise from 
zim we would march into the outermost ocean or what- 
ever else may be beyond this accursed India. 

SECOND S.: Aye! There is no one like him. When 
we are hungry, he is without food; when we are burned 
or frozen, he is the same. 

THIRD S.: Stand! Who comes? 

Enter Alexander. 

ALEX.: It is I, the King. How go things here ? 

SECOND S.: Well, my Lord. 

First S.: Except for hunger. 

ALEXx.: It was a hard march today, my children, but 
that are a little hunger and weariness compared with the 
honor that we gain? I too am hungry. 

SECOND S.: Have you not had supper yet? 

ALEx.: No, I wanted firstto see tothe men. Thisis a 
ood place for camp. 

SECOND S.: We are dry here aud have plenty to eat. 
ALEX.: That soup smells good; let me have some. 
THIRD S.: Our poor fare is not for you, my Lord. 
ALEx,: I share the toils with you, and like you am 

bungry ; do you share your supper with me. 

SEconD S.: It is not quite ready yet. 

ALEx.: Did you find the wild garlic on today’s march ? 
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First S.: Aye! I found it. 

ALEX.: Well, I will come back alittle later, so do yoy 
save something for me. 

ALL THREE: We will, my Lord. 

ALEx.: Is your wound well again? 

SECOND S.: Not yet, I did not think you knew about it. 

ALEX.: They are slow in healing sometimes. Where 
is it? 

SECOND S.: Here, my Lord. 

ALEX.: They are troublesome there. I was hurt in 
the shoulder in Cilicia and the wound did not heal for a 
long time. (7o the First S.) You remember: you were 
fighting close beside me that day, well in front, and you 
too were wounded, were you not? 

First S.: Just a bruise, but painful enough. 

ALEx.: You showed courage in that fight. 

THIRD S.: May it be known, oh King, whither now you 
lead us? 

ALEX.: We are approaching the kingdom of one Tax- 
iles, a monarch who rules a fertile land, and beyond him, 
bordered by a great river, is the mighty empire of Indian 
Poros, and beyond that;— I know not. 

TuirpD S.: It is far from Macedon, my Lord. 

ALEX.: Yea, farther than any, save Herakles, adven- 
tured before us, and no other has reaped honor like to ours. 
Heartily, heartily, my men! When you return the Greeks 
will hold you as demigods, and those who choose to re 
main I will make rulers over fair cities. 

First S.: ’Tis so, indeed. 

THIRD S.: Honor to Alexander! 

ALEX.: Now farewell; I go throughout the camp 
seeing that none shall lack. 

THIRD S.: The soup is almost ready. 

ALEx.: I cannot linger now. After we have marched 
all day and are weary you can rest but I have the care of 
you all upon me. I will come back if all is well. 

ALL: Farewell, oh King. Long lifel 


Exit Alexander. They stand watching him. 
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SECOND S.: He knows each one of us as though we 
sere his children. 


First S.: None can gain such riches as those who 
follow him. 


SECOND S.: Or such honor. 
THIRD S.: He will be Emperor of the world ere long. 
SECOND S.: Well, let us eat. 


ScENE II. 


The throne-room in the palace of Poros. The 
Prince and the Rajah are playing at dice; others are 
watching the game and lounging about the room. 
Some lean over the players in excitement. The 
Prince rises angrily. 

Pr.: I play no more! The time is evil-starred, 

And dice have been the bondage of my house. 

I play no more. 


RAJ.: My Lord, the luck may change. 


Pr.: Again I say the time is evil-starred. 

Last night portentous omens broke my rest: 

A wailing jackal would not let me sleep; 

And once I rose from hidden dreams to see 

If yet the golden car of Surya climbed 

The East, when lo! a raven, croaking, passed. 

I know not what may hap, but this I know,— 

Some fate impendeth in the womb of time, 

Some evil fate, with darkness fraught and doom, 

Whose shadow now above our royal halls 

Hangs cloud-like, with its lightnings still in leash ; 

But where or how or when the bolt may fall 

I cannot tell. 

: When lightning strikes, ’tis said 

To choose the tallest trees. 

PR: For this I fear 
The gods have sent misfortune’s mandate stern 
To me, or to my Sire, whose royal head 
O’ertops our empire in its sovereignty. 

Raj.: Perchance the war with Taxiles; perchance 
This Grecian Alexander who has come 
Through Persia conquering. 


Raj. 


Pr. 


- Perchance ’tis-he. 
The Greeks, indeed, draw near. 


Enter an aged Brahman with two or three dis. 


ciples following. 
us To you I bow, 
Most holy Sage. Your blessing now I crave. 
The Brahman gives hits blessing. 


We wait the King. 


: I join his council here, 
And speak to them of oracles fulfilled. 


Raj.: My Lord, the King is even now at hand. 


The sound of trumpets ts heard aud the King 
enters in state with the tributary kings who have e 
row of thrones on the left and lower down than thai 
of Poros; behind each ts an ensign bearer. Then 
Sollow the counsellors, bow bearers, javelin bearers, 
etc. Poros ascends an ivory throne, the arms of which 
are fashioned as elephants with jewelled eyes. Be- 
hind is a canopy of peacock plumes. The Prince 
goes to a throne on the right, opposite the tributary 
kings. All bow low while Poros ascends. 

‘Pr.: All hail the warlike Poros! 
TALL; Hail! All-hail! 
Poros motions the Brahman to an empty seal 
eside the Prince and close to the throne, and as he 
eee tt, stands to receive the benediction of 

oly Water, the vessel containing which ts handed 
ap by one of the disciples. During the ceremony all 
.bow low as before. Then, ata sign from one of the 
officials, the trumpet sounds three times. The hing 
rises. 


Po.: Be welcome here, ye tributary kings, 
Who, arch-like, prop our dome of sovereignty ; 
We bid you welcome here as counsellors; 
For oft while wisdom searches devious ways, 
A hero grasps with tiger-spring the prize,— 
While wisdom weighs the chances, valor acts, 
And action turns the balances of Fate. 


The Rajah of Abhisara, who occupies the throws 
acarest to Poros, rises. 
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Ray.: At your behest, dread Lord, once more we come, 
And own your lordship. Clouds are we, and you 
The lambent sun before whose face we shine 
With borrowed splendor. 


Po.: Most, indeed, to him 
Is welcome given to whom it most is due;— 
Our sagest counsellor, our noblest friend, 

Who now from lonely meditation deigns 

To come and medicine our ignorance 

With wisdom’s healing words. At his request 

Ourself and each whose voice of right is heard 

Are here assembled. All men know that he 

Has store of precious counsels hoarded safe 

Within his mind’s rich casket. Jewels these, 

That Life, the miser, yields alone to him 

Who delves, unsatistied with lesser good, 

Tee years of patient toil in wisdom’s mines, 

As he has done; for all his life has passed 

In learning to distinguish good and ill, 

The real and unreal. He has watched the stars, 

And fathoming their courses learned of Brahm; 

The sky has taught him and the populous earth 

To see below the myriad forms of life, 

Whose evanescent phantoms bloom and fade, 

The broad foundation of eternal calm. 

All this we know; yet still we lack the key 

That shall unlock his wisdom’s guarded wealth: 
(Zo the Brahman.) 


We fain would Jearn the cause that brings us here, 
And wait your words; ( Turning to the others) 
but ere he speak, let all 
Save those who share our counsels pass without. 
Towards the close of the King’s speech, a half- 
witted Jester, clad in fantastic garb, has crept up to 
the throne and seated himself on the steps. 
-Pr.: Dost thou share the King’s counsel that thou 
uttest there while thy betters withdraw themselves? 
Jest.: Aye, forsooth. Am I not worthy? 
Pr.: What dost thou know more than these? (He 
™olions toward those who are leaving.) 


Jest.: I know to remain sober. 


160 


The Pathfinder ss 


Pr.: Poor Boy! No one offers to waste good wine og 
thee! ’twere as well to offer peacock’s brains to an ele. 


phant 


and say — Good Sir, prithee partake; the morsel is 


delicate. 
Po.: Enough of this; peace, Boy, peace. 


Poros motions him to leave but he steals in behing 


the others and overhears the conference. 


Br.: 


ERE 
RaJ.: 
Br.: 


RRe 


BR.: 


RAJ.: 


BR.: 


Good Sir, we wait to hear your wisdom speak, 
This Fool has much abused our clemency. 


The lotus flowers have spread upon the streams; 
The Pleiades have risen, wheeled and set 

Some twenty seasons since the moonless night 
When I, observing fixedly the stars, 

Saw strange conjunctions spelling love and death, 
And offered sacrifice, whose omen told - 

Of one new-borm within the royal house 

Who held the fate of empires in her hand. 


Within the royal house? 
What maid was that? 


No more I learned; but marked within the West 
A warlike planet flaming through the sky 

That other stars grew pale and one went out, 
But passing burned a moment lurid, red. 


Could wisdom teach you what events might cast 
Such shadows on the calm blue eyes of night 
That look upon the world? 


In doubt I left 
The deep seclusion of my forest life, 
And took the long untrodden path which led 
To where ye strove with unrealities. 


These unrealities seem real indeed, 
To us who strive, and striving win or lose. 
Your pardon, Sir, I speak untutored words, 
But from the heart. 

Like soldiers ye are pressed 

ne those around and see naught else; but I, 
The chief, observe the general battle’s plan. 
Ye strive for present vantage, I for good 
Unseen. 


Pr.: Yet both perchance are naught. Who knows? 
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Po.: We wander from our purpose, Sir, speak on. 
Br.: 1 moved through darkness onward, till the dawn 
Came stealing pallid up a cold grey East, 
When met me runners telling how the Queen, 
In dying, bore a maid of matchless form — 
Divinely fashioned in her babyhood. 
Pr.: My hidden sister! I was thena child, 
But do remember dimly. Lives she yet? 


Po.: She lives, but I have never seen her face. 

RaJ.: That seems most strange. 

Po.: The gods demanded her 
And I did yield, though much against my will. 


Br.: I offered sacrifice to read her fate, 
But sudden blindness fell upon my sight; 
In trance I stood and trancéd thus I spoke: 
“The gods have willed the tender maid should grow 
In solitude, on potsons fed until 
She gains their power, and this in time shall be.” 
Raj.: On poisons fed, to grow a poisonous thing! 
Pr.: On poisons! Sire, to rear a Princess thus 
Is horrible! 


Po.: Yet thus the gods decreed 
She should be reared; and I obeyed their will. 
On poisons she was fed. 


PR.: But for what end? 
Po.: The gods no reason gave. 
Br.: At least not then, 


For on my eyes the day returning rolled; 
I knew no more. The King remembers well 
My words oracular, but ye are strange 
To these most sure events I now relate. 
Po.: Aye, well do I remember; and the babe 
Was given in charge unto a skillful nurse, 
By this same Brahman brought. They took her 
hence, ; 
And sent report each year of how the maid, 
To fuller stature grown, grew still more fair. 
Br.: As wise as fair, for I have taught her much. 
Po.: At last her youth has bloomed to womanhood 
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More atraneely beautiful than Love itself; 
But so her life is with the era charged 
That death to man within her kisses lurks. 


.: The King speaks truth: her kiss is present death; 


She kills with sweetness like a poisoned flower, 


.: This is an awful thing. 


And very strange. 


Yet true it is. 


: But have you any proof? 


We need no proof 
Beyond the oracle, yet proof there is. 


: Not long ago she kissed a little child, 


And some few hours thereafter, lo! it died. 


: That leaves no doubt. 


It might have had the fever. 


: "Tis impious to doubt; I am convinced. 
: The fever was abroad: it might have been; 


And yet this death confirms the oracle: 
It must indeed be true. 


The truth is clear; 


" But what the further will of Siva plans 


For her I do not know; nor whose the lot 
To cull this deadly flower of loveliness. 


Jest: (Aside.) Oh, horrible! horrible! I pray Siva 
that she be not preserved for me. 


BR.: 


Now come we to the point. Three nights ago 
A dream disturbed my rest, with presage dark, 
That thus I do interpret: Persia’s king, 

The Grecian Alexander, eastward leads : 
His conquering armies. Men and power are his— 
The Macedonian phalanx none can face; 
Besides, the gods of favor grant him youth 
With riper wisdom tempered; courage, skill, 
And steadfast purpose. Now, let Poros send 
To him the maid, enrobed in loveliness, 

To offer friendship from our kingdom’s chief, 
And bind in marriage bonds himself to us. 
Thus wisdom reaches where your valour fails; 
The youth is amorous and frank withal, 


Po. 
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And would accept such offers frankly made, 
If backed with other gifts befitting kin, 

But let him once her poisonous kisses drink 
He dies a present death — most sure and swift. 


No need of this! I fear not any man; 

Much less this Grecian. What have we to fear 
Who lead against him fifty thousand men 
With chariots and elephants! Could he 

With uséd, wayworn troops, afar from home, 
Defeat our army and subdue ourself! 

‘Tis madness thus to think! I will not stoop 
To crave alliance with this upstart youth, 
Who smote the Medes in beds of luxury, 

And knows not how a warrior people fight. 
We wait his coming. Should he dare to come 
We meet him battling manlike, face to face. 
We fear him not: what says our valiant son? 


During this speech, the Rajah and the tributary 


kings have shown signs of approval. The Prince 
has stood in decp thought. 


RAJ. 


Pr.: 


Raj. 


: (Aside). 


Though valorous in action, slow to strike, 
I fear his counsel. 
(Slowly and thoughtfully.) 

Sire, your words are just; 
Before your age, your wisdom and your throne 
I Low submissive, yet my thought finds voice. 
’Tis rashness more than bravery to fight 
Unnecessary battles, risking thus, 
Through pride, our subjects, wealth and empery; 
And when the gods have shown in oracles — 
By him made manifest who speaks their will — 
The way to cope with present circumstances, 
To choose another means were blasphemous, 
And fraught with swift disaster: Gods avenge. 
: My Liege, till now has Taxiles alone — 
With unsubmissive eyes beheld your reign ; 
Your only foe was he; your only dread; 
And first to him must Alexander come 
In marching eastward from the bounds of Ind. 
Then, like an eagle when two lions fight, ; 
Will you, unscathed, behold the bloody strife; 
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Until upon the victor, torn and weak, 
You swoop with conquering pinions. Thus, my 


Lord, 
Your foes defeat each other: Yours the spoils, 


Let Taxiles and Alexander fight! 

We sitting watchful, strike when both are weak. 
No need to bend our royal dignity 

Before young Macedon. 

(To the Brahman.) Your pardon, Sir, 
That thus we plan our present policy, 
Observing not your precepts. Thanks we give, 
And reverence. Your wisdom passes ours 
But not in this. 


BrR.: Nay, hear me speak; the gods— 


Po.: 


You have not read in this their will aright. 
Our choice is clear. 


Raj.: And just. 
PR.: My Father, pause! 


Po.: 


(Rising.) I overrule all further conference. 


Enter a Messenger hastily. He ts soiled with 
travel. He bows and Poros motions him to speak. 
MEs.: Taxiles has received Alexander into his capital 
and has formed an alliance with him for the purpose of 
conquctaie our kingdom. They are already collecting 
reinforceme 


nts, but the Grecian plans to rest his army for 


some weeks before starting. 
Br.: The gods are swift avengers. 


Pr.: 


Ah, the gods! 


The Rajah and the tributary kings look dumbfounded. 
RaJ.: With Taxiles and Alexander both 


Po.: 


We cannot cope. 

Our will is overruled 
By Siva’s will. The maiden shall be sent; 
Let some provide a stately embassage 
And fitting gifts. Abhisara shall lead. 

(Zo the Brahman.) 

Do you instruct the Princess in our will, 
But let her not suspect her poisonous power. __ 
He bows to the Brahman and then as the curtain 


Salls, he goes out followed by his train. 


SCENE III. 


A jasmine bower under a blossoming mango tree 
outside the forest home of Ysdra. A practicable door 
on the right. 

Y2dra discovered walking about and talking to the 
Nurse, who sits at the base of the tree. Vedra re- 
sembles Poros slightly but enough to sugpest the tdea 
of heredity. 

Yz.: The night has laid once more its soothing hand 

Upon the eyes of Life. I sometimes dfeam 

That love is like the moonlight after day — 

A touch of peace; and then the lightning flash 

Seems like to love ;—this love I have not known 
But fain would know. Ah me! My heart is sick 
Tonight. I long—and yet for what I long 

I cannot tell. 


She moves about touching the flowers tenderly. 


The placid moonlight rests 
Upon my jasmine flowers that gleam like stars; 
The timid fawns, the birds are all at peace, 
Save only Bulbul, who with passionate heart 
Still yearns, and yearning cries across the night 
A sadness undefined that answers mine. 
How beautiful is this our forest home, 
Where every season brings some fresh delight! 
And yet I find no more the old content 
In birds and flowers, the moonlight and the dawn. 


After a pause she goes over to the Nurse, kneels 
down and starts to put her check agatust the Nurse's. 
The Nurse shrinks away and pushes her back. 

My life is incomplete, it something lacks ; 

Perchance this very love I dream about. 

Would I be happy could I feel a kiss — 

A warrior’s kisses burning on my lips, 

Strong hands about my breasts; a man’s strong 
hands 

And not like his — the only man I know? 

This Brahman makes me shudder, yet is kind. 


Nurse: It may be even now a lover comes. 


Yz.: (Playfully. 
Wndecs fos me alone throughout the world? 
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(The Nurse makes an ill-tempered pesture of as. 


sent). 


And Kama’s shafts at last shall sting in me— 
No more a girl, but woman fully grown? 


Enter the Brahman from the forest. He hears the 


last lines. 


Br. 


Yz. 


YZ 
Br:: 


: You dream of love; I love’s fulfillment bring. 


He blesses her. The Nurse goes into the house. 


: With blessings, holy Sage, your pardon give 


That thus my inmost mind is disarrayed, 
And all my heart discloséd to your ear. 
Accept, although delayed, no less sincere 
A welcome. 


Fair you seem to-night, and pure 


"As conquering souls that merge themselves in 


Brahm. 
Tis right a maiden’s heart should dream of love, 
Forso the gods have willed. These moonlit flowers 
With nature’s incense fill the drowsy air; 
’Twere hard, my child, to leave so sweet a spot! 


: Not hard for me! I full confession make, 


Since you of half my counsel are aware; 

This solitude and silence pall me quite ; 

A woman grown, I long for woman’s life; — 
To see the ways of cities and the court, 

To know the valiant princes of my race, 

To smile above the tourney, choosing out 
Some hero who will call me Queen and Wife; 
And after that to live as she of whom 

Our ancient writings speak, whose love was strong 
To bend relentless Yama to its will, . 
And bring her Jord from death’s domain to life. 
And then I long to do some worthy deed, 

Or service to the State. 


Aye, that were good. 
*Tis surely best to live and not to dream. 


(With double meaning ;—half to Le sgeng 
A maiden’s dreams are far indeed from life. 


.: Full well I know the blossoming of flowers, 


The Koél’s cry, the rise and set of stars, 
But yet I miss the meaning of the world 


BR.: 
Yz2 


Br.: 
¥z 


Br.: 


¥z.« 


Br.: 


Yz.: 
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Off here alone; of much rest ignorant, 

And much — yea, very much I lack. Good Sir, 

= words are wild and may offend, but speak 
must. 


Some deed of courage you would do? 


To do is mine, to act; for I am strong; 
Yea, very strong, and was not born to watch 
The dull monotony of dawn and dusk 

In meaningless passivity. There flows 
Within my veins a warrior-people’s blood ; 

I long to live my life before men’s eyes,— 
A Princess of my house. 


What would you do? 


What Siva plans for me—that would I do, 
But well I know I was not made for this 

Half life, grown empty now of good or charm. 
I long to live my life, to do some 

And live in fame to future ages sung. 


You have been still a child, but now you seem 
A very woman, yea, a Queen indeed. 


Part girl, part woman, and part man I think, 
But all alive with youth and eagerness 

To do and dare, to live, and greatly love. 
Ah, life I crave with all its splendid chance, 
Its days of action, and its nights of love; 
Not this poor shadow-world wherein I faint; 
Yet know my strength. 


What further would you ask 
Or tell? 


The nurse, who loved me well of old, 
Has acted strangely toward me; now no more 
She lets me nestle close, or kiss her cheek, 
As was my wont. And once, not long ago— 
It was the day I found the first spring rose — 
There came a child, who, oe not his way, 
Had hither roamed. I took the baby up 
And held it to my heart and kissed its lips, 
When lo! my nurse came panies in arognt, 
And snatched it from me; then, before the dusk, 
A fearful sickness through its body stole; 
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And when the morning bloomed I found it dead. 
But she avoids my questions, tells me naught. 


(Enter Nurse). 
I ask you this: Why did she snatch it so? 
The fever kills thus swiftly oftentimes. 


But why must I —a woman —live deprived 
Of full-orbed life and love? You cage me here 
By what authority? 


(Astde.) Poor child, Poor child! 
This life she craves bears bitter fruit for her. 
(To Yzdra.) 


My Yzdra, now has come the time of your 
Releasement ; now I lead you out toward life, 
That seems so beautiful when seen afar — 
Toward life and love. 


Toward love? O tell me who! 
What way of life is mine, what happy fate? 


.: With you I go to seek an Emperor 


Who rules o’er half the world —a valiant man 
And young: to him would Poros give your 

A bond of firm alliance ’twixt the states. 

The rest I shall untold within the house. 


NuRSE: (Aside. 


Vz: 


Br. 
LY zac 


BR.: 
Ven 
She bows for his blessing and then walks gladly 


) 
A bond of death! I would not have his lot. 
(Dreamily.) 
An emperor, a valiant man, and young! 

( Turning to him.) 

How could a maiden reared in forest ways 
And ignorant of courts succeed to please 
A king like him — 
(Murmuring) — who rules o’er half the world? 
A woman’s instinct teaches more than courts. 
But look! The petals of the dawn unfold, 
Like woman’s love from girlhood blossoming — 
A presage this of future happiness. 
I follow you within. 


Till then, farewell. 


toward the kouse. 
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BR: (Zo Merse)- 
At court will Poros give you recompense. 
We shall not need you more. 
Yaz Can she not come? 
Br.: You will not want her in the glad new life. 
Yz.: Farewell, then, Nurse, and give me joy at last. 
She goes up toembrace her. The Nurse shoves her 
away. 
NuRSE: Nay, touch me not. 
(To the Brahman.) Iam well rid of her. 
I go to seek the king and claim my wage. 
Yz.: You will not say “ Farewell?” 
The Nurse goes off toward the forest. Ysdra looks 
sadly after her for a moment. 
What can it mean? 
Exit Yedra into the house. 
Br.: (After a pause. Watching her). 
The ways of fate are dark and hard to tread. 
Enter Rajah. 
Raj.: I trust she will be ready by the morn. 
Br.: Aye ready will she be, and glad she is 
To learn of life. 
Raj.: Poor child! She does not guess 
Her power? 
BR. : No, and never shall guess till 
The deed is done; for all the retinue, 
Except ourselves, are ignorant as she. 
Raj.: I bring the King’s provision to her house. 
Br.: Much yet remains to do; I go within. 
Raj.: She must be kept aloof from all her maids. 
Br.: I will arrange for that. 
Raj. : Now fare you well. 
_ Exeunt—the Brahman into the house and the Ra- 
jah toward the forest. The stage is vacant for a mo- 
ment, then attendants carry equipments into the house. 
One of them leaves a spear beside the door, After 
some have come out again, enter Yedra from the 
house. Voices are heard within. 
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Yz.: Oh, Life! Life! Life! An emperor and young; 
A valiant man; and Persia’s king as well 
Have dreams come true? My head is all awhirl, 
But why have I been kept till now, so long 
In solitude and ignorance? Why must they still 
Slink sideways from my questions, tell me not 
What most I seek to learn — why this has been? 
There is some mystery; but now, ah, well! 
It does not matter now, for life is mine. 
But, soft, for someone comes. 


Enter the Jester from the forest. He appears 
Jrightened and disheveled, and looks about him half 
timorously, half vacantly. 

What wouldst thou here? 
Jest.: I followed on their track that I might see 
Them when they start. 
izes Who start, and who art thou? 
Jest.: It has been very dark, and far it seems 
From home. I wish that I were back again. 
What noise is that? 
Yze3 A beast that passed, no more. 
Jest.: I wish that I were safely back again. 
Yz.: Whence didst thou come? 
JEST. : I know not who you are. 
Yz.: Iam the Princess Yzdra; who art thou? 
JestT.: The Princess Yzdra? 
Vzes Nay, it is not strange 
That thou hast never heard of me, for all 
My life till now has passed in solitude — 
Alone from infancy. 
Jest.: (Mot quite understanding but remembering 
dimly). In solitude? 
Alone. 
Yz.: (Ysdra moves toward him.) 
But tell me what thou seekest, then 
The Brahman here will teach us of the way. 
JestT.: The Brahman? You, alone? 

She steps nearer to him and he shrinks away, bul 

does not yet quite realize who she is. 
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Y2.7F I wonder why 
This boy seems so afraid of me. Poor thing! 
The Princess I; I would not hurt thee. Come. 
He looks around as though wanting to run, but 
cowers back against the tree. 
Jest.: The Princess! Off! Stand off! 
¥z.: Poor boy! Poor boy! 
As she moves still nearer to him, he seizes a stone 
as tf to throw it at her. 
In truth I would not hurt thee. See how kind 
Iam. Thou seemest like a little child 
Whom I could hold beside me; almost kiss 
In pity. , 
He starts to throw the stone; but seeing her step 
“up to him, evidently unafraid, he hesitates. 
Why, what ails thee now? But see 
How kind the hand that rests upon thy head. 
Jest.: O gods! The poisoned kiss! the poisoned kiss! 
I would not die. “Iwas not for me they reared 
You thus. Oh, touch me not! 
He cowers down at her feet. She places her hand 
gently on his head. 
The kiss! and death! 


He falls on the ground, sobbing convulsively. 
Yz.: The kiss and death? The poisoned kiss? "Twas 
not 
For me they reared you thus? Oh, touch me not? 
The kiss and death? The poisoned kiss? Whatcan 
He mean? Poor boy, his wits are all distraught, 
Moving from him, then, after a pause, looking 
around at him. 
Poor boy! (She stands musiny.) 
The poisoned kiss. The kiss and death. 
She shakes her head; and then, suddenly beginning 
to understand, a look of agony comes into her face. 
The child I kissed that died! My forest life! 
The nurse that shrinks away! (W4/dly.) 
It cannot be. 


She staggers and supports herseif against the treeq 
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Why lead me out and show me aught of life, 
If life is not for me? 
( Thinking.) The poisoned kiss. 
And death. He said what else? I must remem. 
ber. 
He said ’twas not for him. What then? For 
whom? 
(Suddenly understanding tt all.) 
For Alexander death! 
And what for me? 
I must learn more. 


(As she stagpers toward the Jester, the Brahman 


enters.) Thou crawling snake! Thou mock 


Br. 
Wea’ 


Of holiness! What good to thee shall come 
From Alexander’s death, my poisoned life? 


: What meaneth this? 


( Trying to control herself.) 
He told— he told me all. 


The Brahman makes a sudden movement toward 


the Jester, aud then, changing his mind, steps to the 
door and motions an attendant. He whispers to him 
and then the attendant leads out the Jester. 


Br.: 
Wize: 


Br. : 
Yz.: 


(Half to himself.) 
No prattle more from him. 

Thou takest life — 
A human life against the holy Law? 
The Law must bend before necessity. 
(Seizing the spear and stepping towards him.) 
Then I take thine, thou jackal masked as man, 
Thou grey hyena tricked in holy weeds; 
The blood of all the princes of my race 
Comes battling upward round about my heart; 
Unsexed, I stand a hero of my house, 
And claim the vengence due, a coward’s death. 


She steps forward to strike him; but he gases at 


her unflinchingly and raises his hand, exercising At 
old authority over her. 


Br. 
WHS 


: Turn not on me, my child, but pause and think. 


(Wildly.) But pause and think! 


(Cowed by his power over her and speaking very low.) 


aD 


Br. : 


Yz.> 
(She commences to break down under the strain.) 


BR.: 


4 Aye 


Br.: 


Yz.: 


Br.: 
Yz.: 
Br.: 


Yz.: 
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O God! I hate you so! 


(Aloud again.) 
’Tis time to strike, not think; to strike with hate, 
To trample out your life or spurn you hence. 


You go to Alexander; should he die 
His queen would hold dominion o’er the world. 


To rule the world were not so hard a lot. 


O base, base, base as demons scorned by Brahm! 
I would not stoop to this — a coward’s deed. 


But tell me why my life is poisoned thus. 
Yzdra, you have but me to trust; no more 

A child, but woman fully grown, I trust 

Your womanhood, your hiceds and tell you all. 
Before your birth the gods decreed that you 
Should live on poisons, gain this poisonous power, 
But kept their reasons hid until but now 

When oracles revealed the state must — 
The King, your Father, lose his rule, his life, 
Unless the Grecian army’s march were stopped 
By death to Alexander brought by you. 

But what of me, who had my life to live— 

My happy human life, my hope of lov 

That you have baffled darkly from my birth? 

I stand here impotent and gaze at life, 

A nameless horror, loathéd by the world. 

Give back the life you took away from me! 
Not loathéd by the world but named of men 
In bright emblazonry on honor’s scroll, 

As she who saved her country, saved her sire, 
A maiden hero worthy of her race. 

What owe I toa sire I never saw — 

A sire who leagued with thee to break my life? 


The gods have willed; the gods must be obeyed. 
I will not do it; could not stoop so low. 
(Rising to his full dignity and ei her.) 
The mandates of yaa must be obeyed; 
If not, upon your soul the consequence, 
It cannot be! 
Have you forgot so soon 
The hour I told you of your father’s will? 
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Oh, God! So sweet it was! 

You told me then 
You longed to do some service for the state; 
To do some mighty thing, some valiant deed; 
And now you falter when the chance is come. 
It was my dream of girlhood. 

Poros asks 
His daughter to be worthy of her sire — 
To give herself, as many men have given 
Themselves, to save her land and ancient race. 


: 1am a Princess worthy of my line; 


I would obey my sire, obey the gods, 
Would save the state and bea queen in all; 
But not through baseness. 

This could not be base: 
This deed the gods command will men revere 
Until they set you with the gods themselves, 
And build a shrine, and come in pilgrimage 
To pray your aid whene’er your country needs. 
Your speech is royal but you act the slave. 
I could not do it. 


Yet you could not live 
The life you dreamed, whichever course you chose. 


The expression of hate comes back into her face. 
She steps forward prasping the spear ey, and 


ts about to strike, but pauses again overawe 


by the 


old authority. 


Yz.: 


In one your name will be forever praised 

As she who loved her country, served her gods; 
The other course, if taken, brands your name 

As one who, disobeying King and gods 

Through woman’s weakness, fell as, falls a tree 
By lightning shattered. Not alone this life 

You lose; through bleak eternities of lives 

The gods will hunt you, flying from their wrath— 
A horrow to ieee a name of scorn. 


It cannot be! It cannot, cannot be! 

I could have been so happy living life, 

A woman merely in some humble lot; 

A wife and mother, feeling tiny hands 
Reached out for my protecting mother love; 


BR. : 


Vz: 


BR. : 
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Br. : 


Yz.: 
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Or just a careless girl as once I was 
Among my jasmine bowers, with dreams for life. 
So little would have made me happy; now — 
Aye, now you choose the brand of infamy, 
Or glory ever brightening, sung of men, 
A name for poets’ hearts to conjure with. 
I could have been so happy, would have asked 
So little. Oh, to sink at once in Brahm, 
F be pwr all the pain, the broken hope! 
And yet I would find vengeance ere I die! 
Accept the way of duty marked divine. 
It may be I shall try. Now leave me here 
Alone, yea, all alone. I cannot stand 
It more. In pity for my weakness go. 
Itmay be Is do it. Go. 
I go, 
But charge you on your conscience, for your weal, 
To do the gods’ high will, and save the state. 
She sinks down hiding her face. 
Go! But go! 
The gods decree that you 
Shall save your people and your father. Now 
I go. A little later you yourself 
Will see where honor points. Till then farewell. 
(Resing.) : 
I shall do what I will; my life is mine — 
My little left of life— nor owe I aught 
To country or to kin, to you or him, 
But vengeance, vengeance, vengeance! Now be- 
gone. 
Consent unto our plan or die tonight. 
Or die tonight! 
Aye, such is Poros’ will. 
You know the choice. Farewell. 
Exit. 
Or death tonight! 


[End of Act 1] 
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